ROBBER AND ROBBED.                              I|

began to move round the tree. He stepped slowly, hold-
Ing his breath, and getting nearer and nearer. His attitude
was threatening, his countenance ferocious. Nothing could
have seemed easier to him than to have crushed this
motionless man at a single blow, and assuredly at that
moment the life of Torres hung by a thread.

In truth the guariba stopped a second time close up to
the tree, placed himself at the side, so as to command the
head of the sleeper, and lifted his stick to give the blow.

But if Torres had been imprudent in putting near him
in the crevice of the root the little case which contained
his document and his fortune, it was this imprudence
which saved his life.

A sunbeam shooting between the branches just glinted
on the case, the polished metal of which lighted up like a
looking-glass. The monkey, with the frivolity peculiar to
his species, instantly had his attention distracted. His
ideas, if such an animal could have ideas, took another
direction. He stopped, caught hold of the case, jumped
back a pace or two, and, raising it to the level of his eyes,
looked at it not without surprise as he moved it about and
used it like a mirror. He was if anything still more
astonished when he heard the rattle of the gold pieces it
contained. The music enchanted him. It was like a rattle
in the hands of a child. He carried it to his mouth, and his
teeth grated against the metal, buttnade no impression on it.